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“Phere mav be an end 1o the oyster busi-
ness some time,” remarksl an old cyster-
man. “hut it won't ecms for many years
yet.
alone ars> 2,000 square milcs in extent, snd
while the ovsters there are probably not as
plentiful az they were =ome years iage,
there Is still a goed supply, aotwithstand-
ing the number dredged yearly. Of late
years the supply has very considerably in-
creased, owinz to the millions of small
ovsters dredged cff th> coast of the Caro-
linas, and plinted in the Chesapeake lm)t to
erow. When the ocean oyster is first
dredeed it Is too salt to eat. In several
vears, powever, it loses its tery and very
sait taste and s=oon increases in  size.
Though oysters are plertiful ail aiong Long
Island sound, and gocd, too, yet the great
supply 1= taken from Chesapeake bay, the

annua! vield of which is ever Ju,U00,000
bt shels.
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“Some housekeepers are as much in-

terestosd in the eolor of their bread as they
are in the other qualities of the flour used

by them,” observed an extensive bake:,
“and are consequently anxious to know the
exact color the bread will he when
made from the flour they buy. My
experience s taat the color that flour
will Zive to bread can Dest be ascer-
tained by placing a flattened bail of

dough made therefrom on a piece of color-
less window glass and allowing it to stand
twenty-four hours. By then looking at the
bottom of the ball of dough through ihe
glass on which it rests, the exact color will
Lie seen. This is the test given by the conz-
missary department of the army to officers
w hose dniies are to buy flour which is to be
used by the army. It is perfeet in ils
character, and is so simple that he or she
who runs can read it. Personally, 1 do not
care much about the color of bread, but
mwany do, and these aesthetic tastes have
to ke gratified. When flour makes ‘pretty
bread” it always does so at the expense of
other things, and many of the best guali-
ties of the wheat are taken from it, of the
things that make bone and musele, su that
‘pretty bread’ is neot exactly the best for
food after all.”
x £ k k %

the same line anocther
baker said: “There are many baking pow-
fers on tne marcket, gzood, bad and ind!ffer-
*nt. The great majority of them are not
snjurions, though some of them are posi-
Uvely harmful. The Department of Agri-
culture some vears ago made a thorough
examination into the baking powder fjues-
tion and test=d over fifty brands whizh
gre popular in the market. The resul!l was
1hat the Jepartment recommended that
lnasl-_-k«-_-;n-rs to be on the safe side, eco-
ncmically and otherwise, should mannfac-
ture th owr  baking powders. They
recommended several formulss, but gave
4 preference to a powder made as follows:
Cream of tariar, two parts, bicarbon-
ate of soda, one pare, and cornstarch, one

Following in

part. Or to make one pourd of baking
powder, eizht cunces of cream of tartar,
lour cunces ecach of bicarbcnate of scila
and cor arch. This can be relied upon.
It is ¢t wr and better than any of the

popular | #i: on sale, will g0 further and
Is more =alisfactory in many ways.”
E N T

*We could not save the Lincoln tree af-
all,” said of the White House
gardeners, “and we had to eut it down,
dig out the roots and level ¢ff the sround,
The September storm in the matter of trees
%-;;:-l but little respect to these wnmich had
hlsteries and  associatiors. The Lincoln
tree, which stood nearest the path leading
Irem the State, War and Navy Depart-
nent to the White House, had always been
It ! out by the guides to visitors, It was

one

nte.d

the ouiy iree about the g 5 W

: e grounds which was
?.1._1nt--:l Ly President Lincoln. So far
P'res dr:}:_t_'lv\-»:hm-l has neot planted any
tree Im the grounds. We will have Olle

ready for him to mant soon.
ihat he wili plant a tree in the
whe thw Lincoln tree
serve the line of the
President M ‘Kinley

It may be
exXact spot
stood, 30 as to pre-
row. If he does not,
can have that honor

nex: spring. At present there js i

T ; s n 4
about any of the trees to lndiual:u\lﬁi‘iz
planted them, though almost every olie
-_ur the larger trees has a history. It has
:-_l-;r; :-Jugul_v «d aisd may eventually be
‘ "'“. ol piacing a neat = gn a ase
of cach of the prined . b

when and by whom 1:.p;:'il.slt[:'i‘;ﬂnlf&n&l:?auug
it * ¥ x Kk %

'“’j experience has been that messel-
Zers in the departments, as a rule, save
muere money than clerks, though their
salaries are only abeut one-haif that re-
ceived by clerks,” said a department clerk
who pas served nearly forty vears in tie
service. “In my own office the only man
who can be depended upon to loan money

when clerks are ovcasionally short is the
messenger. He always has g Spare five
or

t=n iollars to lean to the end of the
morth, and he frequently accommodates
hve or six cierks during the month with
small loan=. It is the sanie in Other ofticzs
that I know of. There are but few clerks
who ecan hniinage (0 save ally Imolley
though some of Lhem try to do so n—::‘:
hm‘_{._ Of course clerks oceupy a r:iln--rr-.‘:l.
positicn from messengers in the :mflu:
worll and (here are as a Conseiuciee
more demands upon them. They have to
dress h_oi'tl" and bhave 10 spend more
money In various other ways. 1 know of
one of the departments
rector in two buliding associa-
alzo GWns a l::r;.:e an:cunt ol
Al of this may be
clerks, " but it i1s a

He
Lthe atock In the sume,

Lions.

a reflection upon the
fact all the same.”
*= ® ¥ £ %X
“The eircus reminiscences in The Star of

last Saturday,” volunteere:d oite of the
ollest insabitants, “recalls to my memory
some of the

circuses which exhibited in
during the past fifty years.
The United States eircus ,as it was called,
wintered here for several yvears and Bave
perfomances in a building now used as a
livery stable in the rear of the National
Hotel, some time in the 4's. The per-
furmance was somewhat different from
that given by circus companies of recent
years in that it consisted of a Stage and
a ring performance as well. Some of the
piny¥ was given on the stage, which was
remeved and revealed the eircus ring.
Here Dick Turpin, Clande Duovall and the
otner stage robbers and villains could be
seen running away wita the beautitul and
innocent young woman and the chase after
them and theie capture by others on horse-
back waz very realistic and exciting.

“1 remember attending a performance
there once while Presldent Polk was the
President. He with a membsr of his cabi-
net was present. The star of the circus,
who was a very fine rider, had to capiure
& young lady and ride off with her. “T'he
capturing party fired horse pisiels at him
and had to ride around the ring a dozen
or more timea before the capture was ef-
fecied. The star wus a Tittle bit excited
and zs he spoke to his fellow robbers he
declaimed loudly to his comrades, *You
seize the Fouse while T =set fire to the girl,’
and away he rode with the girl in his
arms. This expression was used the fol-
lowing day by a southern Congressman in
a debate in the Hovse of Representatives,
who was very violent in opposition to a
message that President Polk was as strong-
Iy in favor of.

“Several citcus eompantes alfo in dif-
ferent years gave performances in the
middle of Louislana avenue at the corner
of 10th street. Circus performances were
alzo frequenily given on the vacant lot
at the corner of New York avenue and
14th strest. Dr. Thayer gave a circus
performance in a large frame building,
where the pullic hack stand now, Is at the
corner of Tth street and Pennsylvania
avenue, during (he winter of the nrst
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yvear of the war, the great attraction of
which was his celebrated pair of trained
mulesg, which he valued at 325,018,
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“Some of the old furniture in use In the
departments, and particclarly in the older
departments, would today, if it could be
sold, bring many t!mes what it cost,” re-
n.arked an =xpert on antique furniture who
had been allowed to examine it. “I was
much surprised,”” he said, *to ind so much
oid furniture in (he State Department.
Theve are tables and desks in use there
which have heen used almost since the or-
ganlzation of the government. The same
i3 the case in the Treasury, War and Navy
Departreents. In many of the rooms of
the latier there are a number of desks and
tables that have been in constant use for
from sixty to seventy-five years, and they
are as sound as they were a half century
ago, bairing a few dents and scratches
caused by moving them about.

“The Interior Department, Department of
Justice and Agricultural Depactment are
practically new institutions as compared
with the other departments, but even they
have some fine antiques. Criginally the De-
partment of Agricultuere did its business on
ore cesk, with ithe aid of one table. That
department then consisted of one man, and
a small muan at that. He had a recom in the
basement of the Pateat Olfice buillding. In
a Tew years three men were employed,
and next came Mr. Joseph Wilson, who was
made chief of the other three. Afterward
he was designated as commissioncr of agri-
culture, and he had six clerks aliowed him.
T!It' force grew sleadily until before Mr.
Wilson passed away it bad grown into hun-
dreds, and finaily got so large that a sepa-
rate building had to be erected for it. That
original desk and chalr is still in daily use
in the Department of Agriculture. The bu-
reau of education, later on, did its business
on one desk with one chair.”

* % %k k X
Turkeys are now being fattened for
Thanksgiving. That day may be consid-

ered to usher in this noble bird as a deli-
czey for the dinner table. For some rea-
son turkeys are never really good until the
cold weather sets in, the meat does not
seem to have the same flavor befcre frest
that it does afterward.

Perhaps the finest turkeys are those
raised in Pennsylvania, where the people
Enow more about good living than in any
cther section of the country. Many of
these birds are sent from the west to our
markets, but they are inferior in flavor to
those grown in the east. Farmers in this
part of the country take great care in
feeding their fowls, a branch of the busi-
ress which is neglected in the west. A
lergze proportion of the turkeys sold bere
come from Maryland and Virginia, which
produce very flue birds.

The turkeys we eat came from Mexico
corigirally. They were tagen from there to
Europe by the Spaniards, who bred them
tor the table. They were liked so much
that they spread ali over the old world, and

were afterward brought across tl‘lo:* sea
again amd domesticated in the United
States. Gur wild turkey, which is a very

delicious bird, belongs to an entirely differ-
ent species. ft has no white meat at ail,
even its breast heing dark. The wild tur-
Key can still be found in Mexico, and is the
same as our tame bird.

LOST A POCKLET BOOK.

A Business Man's Adveriisement nnd
What Happened.

“Found—A pocket book, containing a sum

of money. Owner can have same by apply-

ing at Room 42, Blank bldg., and identify-

ing.”

That was the advertisement which Mr.
Bilton recently inserted In The Star. He
had found a dark green purse on the side-
walk while on his way to the office, and,
after advertising it, went on with his regu-
lar business. The next morning a group
of men and boys stood about the deor to
his office, and he was regarded eagerly by
the watchers when he passed in. The office
boy immediateiy announced that a man
wanted to ‘see about that pocket book.”
The man, who was long on whiskers and
short on cufts, was ushered into the office,
and Mr. Bilton asked:

“Well, did you lose a pocket book?”

“Yes, sir; and it had some money in it.”
When it came to a question of color the
visitor hesitated and finally said *“black.”

“How much moneyv did it contain?"

“Well, er, I can’'t say exactly,” replied the
visitor.

“Was there more or less than ten dol-
lars?’

“Yes—that is, there was—more,” said the
man, breathing deeply, as if he had cast
the die.

“It is not yours,” said Mr. Bilton.
morning."”

The man with the whiskers walked out
and joliied the group. A shabby young
man, wearing a golf cap, next e=ssayced to
prove ownership. He sald the pocket hook
was not black, but a “sorter reddish yeller,
that some people might ecall brown.” In
fact, he said, it might be called by any of
those names.

In anawering 2n inquiry as to the amount
contained in the purse, the young man
said: *I can’'t place it exactly, but I know
there was between five and ten dollars in
i

“It’s not yours. Good morning,” said the
brsiness man, afTably.

The young man with the golf cap walked
down the street wilth those who waited
outside. *“There ain't as much as five,” he
told them, *‘and it zin't red nor yeller nor
Frown. You guessed black, didn't you,
Whiskers?"

“*Tain't black,” replied Whiskers.

The next perscn to appear to Mr. Bilton
was a young man with a pink shirt, blue
siriped euffs and a green tie. He wore
damaged yellow shoes and smoked a cigar-
ette,

“*(Good morning,” he said. “I lost a pocket
bcok, y'know, and 1 guess the one you put
in the paper is it. It was green, and had
some change in it. There wasn't as much
as five dollars, theough.”

“Was the amount nearer filve than one™
asked Mr. Bilton, quletly.

“Yes, sir.”

“Then this is not your purse, although it
is green."”

“Well, T guess T made a mistake,” said
the sporty man. “I guess it was a little
less than two-fifty,"”

“No, sir: it's not yours,” said the busi-
ness man. “Good morning."

Mr. Bilton had three other visitors with-
in a half hour, who stated that they had
lost a dark green pocket book, containing a
sum varicusly estimated at §2, $1 and fifty
cents. The last visitor in making his re-
port to his companions said: “Say, it just
mwakes me sick. That guy ain’t been dolng
a thing but having the laugh on us while
we was a-lyin’ to beat the band. Say! How
much do you guess was in that pocket
beok? One cent! Yes, sir. One cent! and
the pocket book ain't worth that much. De
blcke just put in the ad. to get a laugh on
somebody. If it hadn't been for that, he
said, it woulin't been worth while to put
it in the paper at all.”

—
He Was Rending.

From Harper's Weekly.
) T

“Good

Wife—"John Meekwon Spillkins, what nre
vou wp to now? Reading? Humph! The
idea of a man sitting- down and reading a
book when there are things to 4o about the
house, furnaces to fix, trunks to be carried
vpstairs, and a piano to be moved. It's a
pity I wasn't yoir mother and had charge
of your bringing up. A nice specimen of a
man you are. The father of a family and
the head of a household. Tell me this in-
stant what you arve reading.”

Hubble— "My dear, I am

reading Lhe
‘Taming of the Shrew.' ™ =

THE SLEEPING MARINE

He was picking his way, with many a
roll and lurch and pitch, along the avenue
at Lafayette Square about 1 o'clock a few
mornings ago. He appeared to Le finding
navigation ashore distinctly difficult. His
gait snoke both of grog and of years of
deck-sliding on beam-ended ships, typhoon-
assailed. He wore the uniform of a blue-
jacket of the American navy, with the rat-
ing badge of a gunner's mate on his star-
board arm. He was a navy tar of the olden
time, and had a look of the *“Tuscarora”
frigale about him—a captain of the fore-
top, not a “bright-work™ sallor of the new
steel ships. His cap was cocked over his
left eye, and the dangiing ends of his cad
ribbon tickled his nose. Crulses In many
a soutnern clime had berry-hued his white-
hearded ccuntenaice. Sherteninz sail in
the teeth of many a furious blast had
gnarled nis hands.

He pulled up =2c¢ross from the treasury
and halled a navy yard hound cable train.

“Heave to, 1ill I board ye!” he shouted
to the grirman, who promptly hove te, and
was boarded. ThLe old deep water man siid
into a front seat in the open car, and was
peacefully slumbering in half a munte.
The other seats were pretty well filled with
night werkers homeward bound,

AL 12th street another bluejacket, a good
deal younger than his shipmate on the
forward seaf, got on the car. He was wide
awake and sober, and took a seal away
aft, after having sized up the old boat-
swain's mate from the tail of his eye.

At INth street the passengers on the car
were startled to hear a shrill, prolonged
whnistle, followed by a hoarse, deep volce
roaring:

“Up; all hands!""

They locked around, but the sailor man in
the rear seat wuas seemingly absorbed in
gazing at his lye-blackened nails, The old
tar forward stirred uneasily in his sleen
and then nodded off again. Shortly there
was another piercing whistle, succeeded by
the same deep bawl:

“Sta-a-and by hammocks!”

The rear-end tar still looked Innocent,
bui the passengers this time got on to
nim. They grinned. The old heavy weath-
er salt forward again moved restlessiy at
the famillar ship’s call, but did not awaken.
Another ear-splitting whistle, and the d<ep
bellow:

“Awa-a-ay whal hoat!"”

But the slumbering old boatswain's mate
was too far gene fo be aroused, although
he mumbled something arnd shifted his po-
sition sleepily., This time there was a fusil-
iade of boatswain's whisties, and howls to
wake the dead:

“Sta-a-and by serub 'n wash clothes!™”

“Awl-ll ha-n-ands up anchor!"

“Coal ship!”

“One ha-and at the wheel and one at the
cat-liead to relieve the wateh!”

“In stu-nsails!"

“Awl-1-1 ha-a-ands to muster!"’

“la-a-ay aft the liberty party!"”

“O-pg-overhaul batteries!”

But the old salt slept on. Then his ship-
miate in the rear seat rose to his feet, ot
out a whistle like the highest note of a
steam calliope and fairly shouted:

“Awl-1-1l ha-a-unds bury the dead!”

The old-timer jumped as if something had
stung him, and was wide awake in an in-
stant. He turned around in his seat and
discoversd his tormenting shipmate. lie
looked at him in deep disgust, and said:

“Pipe down, ye lubber. You'll be sewed
up in your bloomin' hammceck In time
cnough!’ :

Then the two got off together and went
toward the navy yard gate arm in arm.
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SHIRT STUDS.

MR. JILSON'S

He Also Gets Some Polnts Abouat the
New Woman's Wardrobe.
Jilson eam= hon ~ late and was in a hur-
ry. He was going: out to dinner and had
crly 4 few minutes to shave and don his
dress suit. Jilson does not like to be late at
a dinner party; In fact, he prides himself
vpon Leing prompt at all times. He would
have asked Mrs. Jilson to put the buitons
and studs in his dress shirt, but he remem-
bered an awful experience he once hail
after a suggzestion of this kind, and re-
frained. It's another story, as Rudyard

Kipling would say.
Jilson came ir. from the bath room, where
he had beea siaving., Blood was creeping

down his cain, for in h.s haste he halJ
gashed his face. Snatching a shirt from a
drawer, he began rummaging in the cus-

temary place for the stuids. As he did not
get them he was soon multering like an
Archibald Clavering Gunther novel.

“I ecan't finl my studs anywhere,” he
sald, in a cold, hard tone, meant to be
severe, but yvet intended to show that he
kept his temper “It does beat all where
they've gone to."

“What is the matter?” asked Mrs. Jilson
from the pext room.

“l can't find my shirt studs,” said Jilson,
in a tone which was meant to impiy that
Mrs. Jilson could tell where they were.

"Oh, those little studs are in my white
shirt waist which hangas up in the closet
back of the bed,”” said Mrs. Jilson,

Jilson made a rush for the closet and
tore down a4 dozen or more articles of
feminine apparel before he found the shirt
waist with the siuds.

“I wish you would get studs of your
own,”" he snapped out as he removed the
studs from her garment and put them in
his own.

“You men have nicer studs than I can
get,”” said Mrs. Jilson without a tremor.

“My cuff buttons are gone,” shouted Jil-
son, & moment laler. “Have you gotl them
kid somewhere, too?"

“They are in the green silk walst, which
hangs right next the white waist in (he
same closet,” responded Mrs. Jiison, after
giving herself time for reflection. As this
was one of the articles piled on the floor in
a heap it was some time before Jilson re-
covered it. He finally came to the surface
amid perspiration and profanity.

“If T coulda’t dress without swearing,”
sald Mrs. Jilfon, with severity, “I would
stop golng out.”

“I don’t seem to have any collar buttons,”
bhowled Jilscn, without taking time to reply
to the last remark. “Have you got them
stowed away in some of your mannish
apparel?' -

“You are fortunate if they are losl,” saidl
Mrs. Jilson; *1 have tried every one of
them and they are useless. Tte hack of
my neck !s sore where they have cut into
it, and I have had to give up wearing col-
lars for a day or two. Why don’t you got
some decent collar buttons?"

“Where are they? Where are they?' vell-
ed Jilson, ard he mumbled something that
was not very complimentary to women
who were wearing men’s clothes.

Mrs. Jilson produced the missing but-
tons and .Jilson's dressing proceeded for a
few mimmutes without interruntion.

“What have you done with my cuff fast-
er.ers?’ shouted Jilson.

“Well, vou needn’t wake the children.”
said Mrs. Jilson. *“I don't know where your
cuff fasteners are. I didn't know you had
any cuff fasteners."”

Jilson danced akout the rcom like a
maniae. “My cull fasteners are gone: no
cne would take them but vou: ro one would
meddle with my things; no one would wear
my cloclthes but you. Now, where are they?
They are to fasten my cufis to my sleavaes,
like this;” and Jilson illustrated with a
broken fastenecr.

“Oh, those things?"’ said Mrs. Jilson,
smiling. “'Yes, I took them. I used them to
fasten up my hicycle trousers where I lost
a button yesterday."”

Mrs. Jilson was then in Ler bhicyole
costume, and upon the firm demand of
Jilson went after the fasteners, which were
produced after some delay.

“You men aie so troublesome,”” said Mrs.
Jllson. “Why didn’'t you say what you
wanted in the first place without all this
fuss? Here you have been dancing about,
upsetting ecverything, throwing down my
clothes, losing your temper, all because vou
don't know what you want. You'll be late
for your dinner, now,” she added, as Jiison
struggled into his coat and started down
the stairs. “And don't lay the blame on
your wife, as men always do.”

Jilson banged the dcor, and some:hing
that sounded like “@—— the new woman!"
floated up from the wvestibule.

—_—

TECHNICAL LANGUAGE.

A Borrowed Word That Conveyed
the Iden.

This young woman's father had spent
hundreds of dollars trying to teach her
music and painting, but it didn't cost him a
cent for her to learn to ride a bicycle. All
she nceded was a borrowed wheel and a
piece of smooth pavement. It was deter-
mined that she should learn to play the
pipe-organ.

She was listening to the performance of
a skillful organist, and she observed that
while both the performer’s hands were
busy with the high notes of the instru-
ment, he introduced into the harmonies,
every now and then, a series of notes of

great depth anl;"vilume. She was moved
to ingquire how this was accomplished.

“A well-equipped organ,”” her father ex-
plained, “enables a player to use his feet
as well as his Irngs. That is known as
pedaling.” 38

The rich and powerful stralns were suc-
ceeded by a verly s¢ft portion of the com-
position. As the music became more and
more subdued, she remarked:

““That is ever so nice.”

“It Is a master composition, and he
played it well.” i

“Yes. It seemed very striking in the part
where he pedaled. But It 8eemed to me
that where he showed'his real skill was
toward the last,,i§ the portion where he
seemed to be bac"k-peda.llng."

— -
AN EQUINE:PHENOMENON.

A Horse That Should Have Been n
Thoroughbred for Obvious Reasons.

No man on earth is so generally avoided
as is the man who launches punsg, puissant
or puny, at his friends, though sometimes
one Is perpetrated that is sufficiently apro-
pos to be almost excusable. Washington
nas a punster ef that kind, and he got off
a pun of that kind about four days ago.

The punster has a frlend who s a great
norseman, and the other afternoon, s he
was walking along Connecticut avenue on
his way home, the equestrian friend came
down the street on a canter, and whirled up
to the curli. And the horse he was riding
was not a beauty. On the contrary, it was a
hang-tail bunch of bones that looked as if
it ought to be called Bileyele, because it
couldn’t stand up when it stopped.

“itlello!” sung out the rider, “how do you
like my new horse?"

“Is he new?’ drawled the punster.
doesn’t look like it

“"He is, just the same.
day."

“Where did he come from?"”’

“From Loudoun county.”

“What is he?”

““He's a thoroughbred.”

The punster took a careful survey of the
animal from all sides.

“Um—er,"” he said, slowly, I don’t know
as to his being thoroughbred, but I'm sure
he isn't thoroughmeat."”

“He

I got him yester-

“Get some good preparation and wash
them yourself and your flannels won't
shrink.

“They ought to be thoroughly dry in an
hour from now."

“Hia duds are

dry enough. I'll glve the
bables a chance.”™

“Sure, sur, your clothes have been in the
house dry this half hour.”’—Life.

A MISTAKEN FUGITIVE

There is nothing on the map to show
where Crimson Gulch is. If there were;
perhaps the young man from the east
would have kept out of the place, for he
knew it by reputation. An emotional dis-
position is a dangerous quantity in that
community, and the commercial man who
had strayed into the place with no other
object in view than the introduction of a
new brand of soap felt that he had made a
mistake In not being patient under the
persiflage showered upon him as a tender-
fcot. He had been riding for elghteen
hours on a horse he had hastily purchased
for the occasion. His haste was due to the
fact that a Derringer in his hands had re-
sponded too faithfully to his aim. He knew
thal a number of citizens from the Gulch
were un purswt of him, for every now and
then he caught sight of a party rid:ing on
his trail, and whenever this occurred a sa-
lute of firearms took place. Utterly ex-
hausted, he resolved to meet his fate like
a mun. He thought with unseitish regret
of the Lereaveinent which the soap busi-
ness appeared apvout to sustaln, and he re-
sulved 10 leave nothing undone which clo-
quence might accomphsh. When the leader
vl s pursuers arcived at the spoet wlhiere
_he hiad taken his stand, he threw up both
nands,

“Stranger,” sald a man with a paper in
Lis hand, *“ye've made us a heap of
trouble."”

"1'!11 sorry for that,” was the answer.

".\.\a.- don’t begrudge it, however, now thet
we've caught yer, But [ must say ¢z how
Yer modesty hez tired out more good hosses
than a round-up of steers. We're afraid ye
EOL a ruther unfavorable impression of the
huz,p;lullues of Crimson Guich.”
t..\"‘ﬂl' it wasn't any chrysanthemum
ea.

“We ain’t hankerin® fur strangers. We've
80l a smail population, but it's Lively an’
we doa't wanter tire out the census taker.
We know ene another an' we're acquainted
weth ore another's weak points, an' we
ain't likely ter have mno ‘special trouble
until some maverick breaks through the
corrall, same ¢z you did.”

The commercial man looked around the
li.llu:il':un-'.lmlu'(l CIhuy With saze brush, and
wondered what they expected to tie the
rope Lo.

“The feller ez you puctured wus Piute
Pete. He was the only man thet couldn't
FoCOMIMMIALE issel oor car Wéas of myni-
cipal gover'nuent, especially the ru!esgn‘
tegulations of a poker gume. He was Lhe
quickest hand with a gun in the county,
an' tuk advantage of the fact on several
Locasions ter make a four-card Hush beat
Lwo jacks or belter. A number of ovur
leadin’ citizens hev tried ter persuade him
ter reform, bhut Plute Pete ailus Bgot the
dr-q-‘uh ‘e, Now, sir, this here paper—""

“What's the use of dragging out the cere-
mony? That paper's a warrant for my ar-
rest. You want just enough legal formality
about the thing to keep it from beng a
cold-blovded lynching.”

The spokesman looked hurt.

“No, s, he answered;
warrant. We assembled immediate after
the sheotin® an’ agreeed thet nobody could
OL Wiped oul Pluie @ oe cRoepPlin a tenuaer-
oot weth nerve. Nobody else could keteh
him off his guard. This paper contains
risolutions of respeck, signed vy the leadin®
Cillg=ns, Diotew. oa, titese gentlemen an'
myself Is a committee ter tender ye the
keys of the city an’ extend ye every hos-
[osibidy Bdrel & pumisedl tauscdt KL atiord, in-
cludin® anything ye like ter drink, an' a
stack of blue cnips at the“faro bank.”

i -
A TRIBLTE TO ART.

The Maid of Milesin and the Beauoti-
ful Venus de Medicel.
Bomewhere in Washington—just where is
nol necessary to the main point at issue in
this short article on the development and
undevelopment of art in the national capi-
tal—1s a4 mansion presided over by a woman
of wealth and refinement. She is a most
artistic woman, too, and in her house are
some unusually fine pieces of painting and
statuary. There is also a Milesian mald,
by name Maggie, who knows a deal more
abiout house-cleaning than she does about
sculpture, and Maggie has been trying for
4 long time to cultivate her taste up to the
point of properly appreciaticg the painted
and carved beauty with which she dally

comes in contact,

Not many days 2go the misiress aud the
maid were golng over the house with brush
and broom, putting it in especial order for
a4 musicale that was to be given o a few
artists and fashionables, and the mistress
observed that the maid on three several oe-
casions passed by with cold neglect of cloth
and brush a heautiful figure of the Venus
de Med:ci, in an alcove just off the hall.

“Here, Maggie” she called, “why don't
¥ou brush the dust off of this figure?”

“Which wan, mem?" inquired Maggie,
with great innocence.

."The Venus there in the alcove, of course.
See,” and the lady touched it with her
linger, “you have left dust all over ir.”

“Yis, ma'm,” confessed Maggie, “but 1
do ve thinking for a long time, mem, that
there aht to be something on it, mem.”

1t was a delightful and logical excuse,
perhaps, but the lady could searcely ac-
cept it, and Maggie's brush removed even
Lhe dusty drapery she wished 10 ieave.

OPTICAL ILLUSION.

-'F- x

A Similarity That Was Discovered in
the Nick of Time.

A Washington young woman who collects
autogrephs is the envy of her feminine ac-
quaintances. She has secured the sigua-
ture of the new Turkish minister. The ¢-
centric inscription might bhe anvthing else,
so far as the impression ahich it conveys
to the Anglo-Saxon eye is concerned, but
its authenticity is indisputable, and its val-
ue is great in the eyes of its possessor,

She had been suffering with an attack of
malaria, and the physician had left a pre-
scription. Her mother, after the doctor's
departure, picked up a piece of paper, and
was almost out of the room when a cry of
anzuish arrested her.

“Be eareful of 1t!" the daughter ex-
rll‘n‘.n:ed. “What are you going to do with
thai?"

“Are you delirious?”" was the response.

“No. Don't you see what you are hand-
ling in that careless way? IU's the Turkish
minister's autograph.”

Her mother looked at it carefully, lafd it
down, and with a grave countenance said:

“My dear girl, you don't know what a
narrow escape yvou have had.”

“You mean I camme very near losing the
autograph?”

“Worse than that. There is no telling
whit combinations of materia medica
might bave been doing deadly work if

Ol
had not spoken. I didn't notice the wrn}mg
on the autograph carefuily, or I mizht

not have made the mistake; but I was Jjust
about to send it to the drug store to have
it filled!"

. c—
QUESTION OF LUCK.

A Citatlon That Clinched the Other
Side of the Argument.

“I hate to hear people say there's no
such thing as luck,” remarked the melan-
choly Mr. Doiittle.

“1 don't see why,” his wife rejoined.

“Beeause it isn’t true,” he returned with
asperity. “A man can go on trying and
trying, and never get along. And some
other person will go ahead and tumble into

geod things wilthout making any effort
whatever.”
“Hiram, no great man has succeeded

without hard work.”

“That's the kind of talk you always hear.,
But nine times out of ten It is all owing to
the opportuniiy that presented itself. For-
tune just seems to lie in wait to kidnap
some men. Look at Sir Isaae Newton. His
name Is handed down from generation to
generation. And why? Simply because he
was sitting under a tree and an apple
happened to drop on him. You can’t pre-
tend that a man is in a position to claim
superior merit simply because, through no
action or preference of his own, he Eels
hit in the head with an apple, can you?"’

“No, Hiram."

“Then don’t tell me about there not be-
ing any such thing as luck.”

“It seems to me that you've chosen a
poor example in support of your argus
ment. The case of Isaac Newton goes to
show that the difference is in the neople.
1f it had besn some men that I know of
instead of Newton, the first thing they
would have done after the apnle fell would
have been to zo into the house and moan
for the arnlca bottle; then they would have
spent Ltwo or three hours of preclous time
talking about their bad luck.”

“this ain’t no

THE SUMMER GIRL.

And How She Treats Her Acqunint-
ances of That Period.

It happened on Massachusetts avenue
about three weeks ago.

The girl In the case made her debut last
winter and her first appearance as a sum-
mer girl during the seascn just passed.
‘She is, therefore, young, and being a
Washington girl is, therefore, pretty.

She isn’t so extremely rich as she is so
extremely swell, and part of the summer
was passed in a locality noted rather for
the superiority of its natural beauty and
healthfulness than the swaggerness of its
set, nd here she met quite a number of
people, includinz something like a dozen
young men o whom she was so charming
that she hadn’t a bit of trosble in mak-
ing every other girl at the hotel envious
to the point of ugliness.

One of these young men happened to
be a Washingtonian who holds a respon-
sitile position in one of the hLig stores of
the capital, and as he was nicer than any
of the others, she did not hesitate to show

im the preference on all occasions.

Naturally he began to dream dreams and
to be thankful that she lived in the same
town he did and that the
mean great joy and gladnezss to him, nort-
withstsinding he would be able to bask in
the lizht of her presence not longer than
the two short weeks of his vacaton,

Ho the course of things ran along and he
told her good-bye with a great hope in his
heart and went back Lo his counter to
wait tlll she should come in the autumn

ime.

As stat«d in the opening lines of this
screed it happ=*ned about three weeks ago.

He met her on Massachusetts avenue
much to his surprise, for he had heard
nothirg from her since the summer, and
there was no notice of her arrival in the
society celumns of the papers.

“Why, how do yor do?’ he exclaimed,
rushing forward.

She seemed to be startled, and did not
respond.

“Have you forgotten me?" he asked, smil-
ing all over at the good joke he thought he
had on her.

“Certain!y, Mr. Blank.” she replied ireez-
ingly, and with never a word more she
swept by him, and teday he wonders what
it s that iz funny in the plctures and
things the comic papers have aboul the
summer girl and her short memory.

— e e

THE DANGER OF DRINK.

Intended to He Convivial, but Actual-
- ly Gave Ald to a Rival.

The judge hkad been 1o a temperance
meeting, and on his way home out in the
Capitol Hill nelghborkhood he grew talk-
ative.

“l confess,” he said, with the dignity of
an ex-county judge holding a $1.200 position
in the Treasury Department, “that tho I
g0 to temperance meelings with great regu-
larity, 1 al=o take a drink in the same ratio,
because 1 think that a temperance meeting
and a drink is each worthy of my cstecm
and encouragement, albeit in different
wiys., Yet I am a bachelor today, owing
entirely to my asking a man to take a
drink with me.”

A married man at this point suggested to
the judge that he might be asked to do
something of that sort without danger of
a similar result. but the judge gave him
no heed,

“You =ee" he continued, "when T was
about twenty-seven 1 was desperately in
love with a certain girl, and 1 had but one
rival, and him 1 did not greatly fear, He
lived in a town aboul a hundred miles from
mine and used to come over to spark the
yvoung lady about once a month. 1 knew all
aleng that he wasn't making any headway,
or heartway either, for that matter. and
one day when he came over and the girl
gave him permission to stay away perma-
nently I met him at a hotel where he was
about to take a "bus for the train to take
him home forever., We were good fricnds
and he told me the sad story of his defeat
and congratulated me as the supposed
happy man. 1 thought I was, too, but you
can't always tell about a woman, Well, of
course 1 asked him to come and have a
drink with me as a solace, but he demurred
on the ground that the 'bus wouldn't wait
and he couldn’t afford to miss the train,
But 1 spoke to the driver and assured my
friend that the 'bhus would give him time
enough to take a nip, and he went in with
me, One drink ;meant two, and when the
two had been taken the "bus was gone and
there wasn't another train that night, so
I coaxed him to stay over and make a
nizht of it with me and the boys.

*This was easy enough, and we had an-
other drink. It was th&n abou: 4 o'clock,
and he said he would meet me at 6, as he
had some busines: to attend to up to that
time. DBut he didn’t appear at the ap-
pointed hour, nor at a later hour. 1n fact,
he didn't show up at all, and we had to
have our night without him. Next morn-
ing. however, he showed up, but instcad of
looking the wreck 1 expected to see, he
was as radiant as a flower. 1 asked him
what had happencd, but he only smiled
and hurried along to catch his train. That
evening I called on the young lady, and
the first thing she did was to thank me for
making Mr. Blank stay over, for they had
settled their difficulties and were to bhe
married within a month. All of which
turned out to be true, and they were mar-
ried and have lived happily ever since.

“Now," concluded the judge, as they
passed a quiet place, “if all the men in this
party are married men, except myself, we
will go in here and have something,” which
was accordingly done.
—-—
INDIGNANT.

HIE WAS

'The Colonel Inwnints That He Was
Victimized at the Polls.

“I'm not goin' to say anything about tha
gold stenduhd,” said JTol. Stillwell, carn-
estly, “neitheh am I goin® to indulge la any
animadvuksions whatsoevah on the income
tax, naw federal Intuhfercnes"

“I suppose you think ther’s na msa in
worrying about politics after it's all over ™

“It's not all ovuh, suh.,” was ithe em-
phatic reply. “Theah refohms necsdad, and
they've got to com=. The thing, s.h, tha:
is gnawing at the vilals of a free —overn-
ment, ssuh, is the Australian ballst, suh.
The last election demonstrated that be-
yond the shadow of a doubt.”

A great many people regard it as a good
thing,” ventured The Star reporter.

“1 know bettuh, suh. I speak fum
pu's'nal experience, and I know bettuh. 1
went into the voting booth with my mind
made up as to what I would do. Theah is
no use in going into puhticulars as to my
intenticns; some of 1te qicstions wh.ch were
most prominently befo’ the pecpie were sci-
tied beyond disputs foh the nex’ o' vears,
if not fohevuh., Buat, suh, I discovuhed a
check to freedom of thought and its expres-
sion at the polls that strikes at the vital
point of ouah glorious institutions the meo’
efectually because the blow is Insidious.
The ballot-sheelt was as big as a Sundaw
newspapuh, suh, and, mo’ovuh, it was fuli
of pictures. It 1ook me one minute to real
it through and anuthuh to go ovuh the
directions, which, I must confess, I failed
to entiahly comprehend aftuh 1 had com-
pleted their perusal. But I realized that
my time was geiting short, and in ohder
not to run any risks I made a cross against
the ticket that mel with my pahticular dis-
approval"

“Why. colonel—"

“I realize my mistake now. T had only
stahted when I was infohmed that my time
was up. A friend asked me how I had
voted, and I showed him. He no longer
sreaks to me.”

“Why not?

“Foh the reason, suh, that I had voted
the prohibition ticket.®

A safe robber.—Life.
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——You can't afflord to have vour
clothes mangled by  old-fashioned
machinery. Give them the benefit of
2oth century laundry methods, Send
them to the Yale—the periect laun-
dry. 514 10th st. "Phone 1092,

TRUTH IN THE WATER.

A Smn:l Boy Has n Coniention Witk
His Mother About Swimming.
“If there was anvthing more than an-
other 1 liked to do when I was a boy,” re
marked the drummer to the group of list
enre, it was golrg in swimming, and it
seemed to me to be ever 80 much more en
Joyable when I had to disobey my mother
in ovder o gratify my passion for the
aqueos exercise. 1 don't know how many
times I have been canght, nor do 1 remem
ber how many times 1 have lied—"
“Ah, thers,” Interrupted a man with ar
idea that drummers are bhorn that way.
“Nor how many times 1 have lied to her
about it,” continued the arummer, with an
unruffled demeanor. “But, as 1 was about
to say when | began, my love for this boy-
ish divertisement was vividly recalled one
day In September, when 1 happened to be
driving 10 a Tennessce town about scyven
miles froan the rallroad. 1 had stopped 1o
let my horse drink 1 a very pretty little
gtream that ran out from a field shut off
from the road by a thicket of thorn bushes,
and as the horge was taking in the cooling
dranght I heard a woman’'s woloe over in
the 1-)ds calling to some one. Getling a
vista through the thicker, [ could see that
the stream spread out inte a small pond in
the fieid, and in this stood a small boy,
with the water jest under his arms. He
was as tar fram shore as Iw could possibly
get, and on the saore stood his mother,
with his clothes under her arm.”
“*Come oul of there, 1 tell wvou”
screan.ed shaking the clothes at him.
“ 1 don’t want to,” he replied, trying to
gt farther away.
“*You better,” she ecalled,
vou not to go in sw.mmin'?
“* ain’t In swimmin',” he sung out with
a greal deal more confidence und courage

she

‘Didn’t T tell

than before. *This water aln't only deep
enough to wade in.'
“If that had been my boy,” concluded

the drummer, ‘I certainly would have
him, off on the stre:

let
zth of that arcument;

but I'm afraid his mother didn't sec 1t as
I did, for when 1 drove away she had
start=1 home with lus clotli=s, and it was
pretty falr to suppose that the boy would
foillow, and take whatever she proposed
o give bim.”

R
SHE WAS MISRLPRESENTED.

The Reporicr Measnt Well,
2 Failed to Please,

Even when Lor specch was obscured by
sobhs there was something about her volce
that showed she coull sing high C and as-
sert ber right to the center of the stage.
It was ])uiht't:c 10 =ee u Srong wonan so
utterly dejecied,

“I want 1o see the horrid reporter who
wroete the contemplibie piece aboul my
miserable suit for diverce,” she said, after
her paroxysti of weeping had abated.

“He's out,” was the promjt and positive
answer of the oditor, who is & humane
man.

“Can't 1 see him later?”

“Na. He took a week's salary and went
on a vacation. He said he wasn't coming
back till his anoney was all spent, and- we
don’t ok for him in any Ume less than
siX months.”

“Perhaps somebody else could attend to
what 1 want, although I don't sappose
thers I8 any use in my asking for justice.
It must have been pure malice.™

“You refer to that item about your di-
vorece?"

Y s,

“MWeil, it seems (o me that you are ex-
ceedingly untair to the reporter. Way, he
did his bes. to be compiimentary. No less
thau three times be alluded o dou as the
*fair plainun.’ ™

“Yes;, that was very nice of him.
read un.”

1 don't find anything that Is not in the
same vein. He says: “The lady's toilet
had evidently been an object of much care;
it was a toiumph of the milliners’ art and
a monument of her elegant taste in such
matters,' ™

“That's the sentence!” she exclaimed, ris-
ing to her teel. Hor indignation dried Her
tears, and shaking her clenehed fingers at
the newspaper, sbe said: “"What did he
mean by trying o humiliate me in the eyes
of all those spectators? How dared he in-
ginute that tne common old things 1 wore
to tnat court tvom are the best clothes 1

but e

But

————
A FRIENDLY WARNMING,

Daager of oOver-Assumption
Finds n Homely Hllustention.

“Lok wuh, sonny,” sald Uncie Eben;
“*pears ter me laik yoh wus actin’ mighty
big-feelln’ dese days.”

Pickaninny Jim looked abuashed, but an-
swered:

“1's giitin® ‘long purty good in school, 1
iz, an’ 1 reckons dat cf 1 uses big language
onct in er while, iUs case 1 knows de mean-
in of it.”

“Da's puflickiy propuh. Mek de bes’ use
voh kin o yoh opporchunities. Dut doan
git ter & posin’ dat case Yoh got "em Jdis
hull yearl was made for ¥oh benefil; case
ef yoh does, yoh's gwineter git yohse'f
langhed at, same ez de flea did when de
ahk done lan’d on Mount Ararat.”

“Wus de flea "long wif de res’ ob ‘em 7"

“To be sho. When de ahk wus or bualldin®
de flea come “long, an’, lookin® ‘reun’, says,
‘whut's dis foh 7L hippopotamus he "splain-
ed hit ter "im, an’ de fea says, 'l wonduh
I8 my name down on de passenger la'."
De hippopotamus e say, 'l d'no. I's "fraid
you's so small dey done fohgot yoh. But
yoh kin climb on my back an’ go "iong wif
mwe, case nobody won' notice yer.' So de
flea he got on bo'd de abk, an’ mighty
thankful, too, noi ter be lel’ out in de wet.
But when de trip wus ober an’ de ahk
Gone come asho' he 'gin ter strut arour’ an’
swell "is chest out. De lady bug an’ er few
mo’ animiles wif wangs dat had got ter de
mounitain wifout ro help, tuk notice ob "um,
an’ stahted convuhsation. I»y scen
Noah an’ his busyin' dahse'fs roun’
de gang plank, au' de lady bug, she say,
‘Who is dem cemmen? e tlea, he looks
ober his shoulder sorter careless an' grand
an’ he savs, ‘l couldn’ tell wver. We didn’

The

er
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'sociate none wif dem. Dey's jes de deck
han's dat run de hoat. Me an' de hippo-
potamus hyuh Is passenguhs, we (5" An'
eber since dat day Jde flea ain' had ne

standin in no society whutsomoevuh,”™
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The String Did Not Break,

From the Chiengo Dispateh,

Captain of Pleasure Steamer—"Madame,
it glves me great pain to be obliged to tell
you that your little boy's hat has blown
overboard.”

Fond Mother—"Why, I thought It was
tied on with a string."”

Captain—"Yes, that was just the trouble.
The string did not break.”



